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FASCIST ITALY
We arrived with a broken spring at the frontier town of Gondar.
Gaston was gloomy and feared the worst, but was recommended to a
garage proprietor at Domo d'Ossola, near by. While he was examining
the car I had a talk with an elderly Italian who seemed to have no work
to do and spoke very good French.
"How are things going in Italy?" I asked.
"They are not brilliant", he told me. "Business is bad. There is much
unemployment. Taxation is heavy. There is a terrible deficit in the
Budget.
"It is difficult to know what will happen," he said gloomily.
I was surprised at those candid remarks by a man behind whose head
was the portrait of one who did not encourage criticism of his regime.
We drove on slowly to Domo d'Ossola and Gaston was in a
despondent mood. "It is most unlucky," he said, "about that broken
spring. One can do nothing against ill luck."
We were slowed down to a crawl by a funeral procession and Gaston
became even more gloomy.
"It only needs this!" he said. "The corpse in that coffin is probably
the proprietor of the garage to which I have been recommended."
For some reason that remark made me laugh indecorously behind the
funeral procession.
The broken spring was mended. We drove on to Baveno on Lake
Maggiore, sparkling in the golden sunlight which gleamed on the white
houses of the Borromean Islands.
"This," said Lander, "is a good spot. I can't imagine anything better
on earth."
Next morning was a Sunday and from the windows of the Hotel
Suisse we could hear bugles blowing, and the marching of feet, and
young voices singing Giovenezza, which is the song of youth. When we
sat in the garden of the hotel we saw youth passing for a parade, masses
of young men and girls, troops of children with flags. They all looked
healthy and happy. Mussolini had denied them free speech, he was
contemptuous of liberty, but his young people seemed to like his
discipline, and one was bound to admit, I thought, that he had raised
the standard of life in Italy. But that morning I read one of his speeches
in an Italian newspaper.
"I absolutely disbelieve in perpetual peace. It is detrimental and
negative to the fundamental virtues of men, which only by struggle